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For the Sunday School Advocate. 
FAITHFUL ROVER. 


Tinep little Nedidie has fullen asleep with his head 
resting on a log instead of a pillow. Hoop and cap 
are lying beside him while he sleeps the calm, sweet 
sleep such as yisits none but the young and the good. 


Happy boy! How I should like to steal a kiss from { 


his rosy lips! 

But take care how you approach the sleeper. He 
jas a faithful guardian seated at his feet watching 
him with a look which says: “This boy is under my 
charge. Touch him if yov dare!” 

NoBle old Rover! He will sit there for hours 
without stirring, until his little master wakes up. 
There are hundreds of elder sisters and brothers who 
wonld not take half the pains to watch their little 


brothers and sisters that Rover does to guard Neddie, 

Dog though he be, he sets them an example they 

would do well to imitate, 
{ Dogs are faithful ereatures—that is, good dcgs. 
There are some wretched, yelping, snarling, ugly 
enrs that are only fit to be drowned. But a good 
dog is a treasure. I read of one lately which had a 
merchant for a master, who took the dog with him 
on a journey. Stopping to dine under a liedge, the 


resuming his jonrney forgot it, The dog seized the 
bag and tried to carry it after his master, but it was 
too heavy’for him. Ile then ran after his master, 
barking, and erying, and biting at the horse's heels. 
This, in dog Janguage, meant, “ You have lost your 
money. Go back and get it.” 

But the merchant thought the dog was mad, and 


merchant laid a bag of money by his side, and on } 
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pulling ont a pistol shot him, Shortly after he 

missed his bag of money. Then he knew what the 

poor dog's actions meant, On riding back to the 

spot he found his dying dog had crawled to the place 
{ and was watching the forgotten bag. When his mas- 
, ter came up he wagged his tail, as if glad to see him 
{| recover lis money. Te tried to rise, but had not 
\ strength. Tlis master, sorry for his rash act, caressed 
him fondly, while the dog licked his hand and died. 

Such dogs as Rover and the merchant's are worth 
{ their weight in—gold, I was going to say. Perhaps 
: that would be saying too much. Worth their weight 

in copper they certainly are. If any of you own a 
| good dog, trent him kindly, and he will love you like 
> a faithful friend. x 
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{ Tiey are only wise who are wise to salvation, 
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For the Sunday Bette) Advocate, 
MISS VANITY AND THE BOY WITH A BASKET. 


Tnevus, thrum, thrum, went the piano as a gay little 
miss touched its keys after a fashion not set down in 
music-books, Her playing was harsh enough to 
make your ears ache and your nerves tingle. 
what did Miss Vanity care for that? She was too 
lazy to practice, and foo vain to believe that her 
playing was anything less than charming. 

Plash, plash, plash, went the water against the 
window-panes outside. Miss Vanity looked up to 
see who was there. It was her mother! Yes, poor 
mother was cleaning the windows while Miss Vanity 
was thrumming on the piano. Did the dainty miss 
offer to help her weary mother? Not she indeed. 
Had she been asked she would liave frowned like an 
angry queen and said: 

“The idea! Do you think T wonld wash win- 
dows? Indeed, 1 would do no such thing!” 

What a dutiful child! 
the fi7th commandment? 

Now look at yonder little boy out in the street. 
See how he bends under the weight of a basket half 
as big as himself. It is filled with potatoes, parsnips, 
and cabbage. Ile las been to market, 
to him. 

“My son, that basket is a heavy load for you to 
carry.” 

“Yes, sir, it is heavy; but I'd rather carry it than 
mother should!” 

Noble little fellow! I guess he has read the fifth 
commandment and that he keeps it too, 


1 wonder if she ever read 


Let us speak 


Bless him, 


It is the 


I say, for loving and helping his mother! 
only return he can make at present for her love and 


instruction. T like him for that, don’t you? But 
that thrumming Miss Vanity, psha! I'd like to see 
her dressed in a plain calico frock with a neat check 
apron before her, and sent into the kitchen to clean 
the knives and wash the dishes until she learns to love 
that blessed, beautiful 77h commandment, which says: 
“Tonor thy father and thy mother; that thy days 
may be long upon the land which the Lord thy God 
giveth thee.” xX. 


For the Sunday Schoo! Advocate. 


A TROUBLESOME LIL 


“Tiere, my son, take this letter and drop it into 
the letter-box at the post-office! Tere is a three-cent 
piece. Give it fo tle postmaster at the window and 
ask for a stamp. Stick the stamp on thie letter be- 
fore you drop it into the box. Now be very careful, 
Robert; don’t lose the letter, and be sure you put it 
in defore you go into school.” 


— _ 


Sy ees 


But } 


“Yes, mother,” said Robert, “T will, Tl carry it 
all the way right between my fingers, so,” and the 
boy held the letter between the thumb and two fin- 
gers of his right hand. 

Mrs, Phillips smiled on her son, partly to reward 
him for his readiness to serve her, and partly because 
his manner pleased her. 

Away ran Master Robert out of the cottage and 
along the lovely country road, Ife had a mile or more 
to walk, but he was used to it and did not mind the 
distanee, Then, the morning was fine; the bright 
sun shone from a clear sky, a gentle breeze fanned 
the air, and the birds made merry music all around 
him. Robert thought his walk was very pleasant. 

Presently the boy saw three or four sparrows 
perched on the top of a gate leading into a lane, A 
foolish desire to hit one of the sweet little creatures 
sprang up in his heart, 

“T guess I can knock that middle one off his perch,” 
said he to himself. Then stooping down, he laid his 
letter on a rock, and picking up a stone, threw it at 
the birds, 

“Tee wit, tee wit, tee wit,” said the birds as, after 
flying from the gate-top, they lighted on the branch 
of a great elm-tree just within the gate, 

“T can’t do it, eli?” said Robert; “we will see 
about that!” 

He then picked up a handful of stones, and after 
looking first at his letter and then up and down the 
road to see that no one was coming to pick it up, he 
crossed the road, passed through the gate, and began 
throwing stones at the harmless birds, 

Ife missed them again. Again they flew off, and 
this time perched upon the feathery branch of a little 
pine-tree which stood further down the lane, 

“TIL hit you now, see if I don’t,” said Robert, go- 
ing toward the little pine-tree. 

But he didn’t hit them. The little birds were too 
sharp for him, Away they flew to the branch of an- 
other elm. Robert followed them still, until they 
lured him far away from the gate, and until the sil- 
very tone of the school-bell, borne by the fresh breeze 
to his ears, brought him to his senses. 

“QO dear, I've done it now! Bother those birds! 
I shall be late at school.” 

I think he had bothered himself, and that the birds 
were not a bit to be blamed. Ile alone was in fault. 

How swiftly he ran back to the gate! His mind 
was so filled with the fear of being late at school that 
he forgot all about the letter. 
road like a racing pony, he reached the school-honse 
with very red cheeks just eight minutes after nine 
o'clock ! 

“Robert will stay in eight minutes after school at 
noon,” said the teacher when the boy entered school. 
It was the rule to punish late attendance by keeping 
the eulprit in after school-hours just as many minutes 
as he was behind time. 

Robert was scarcely seated before he thought of 
the letter. O how his heart did throb while he said 
to himself: “O dear, I forgot that letter! It will be 
lost! What shall I do?” 

“Go right to your teacher, tell him what you have 
done, and ask leave to hunt up your letter,” said a 
good little voice in his heart. But a naughty voice 
also spoke within him, saying, “If you do that your 
teacher will scold you. Better say nothing about it. 
Tell your mother you put the letter into the post- 
office, and then you'll have three cents to spend 
ut noon.” 

I am very sorry to say Robert obeyed this nauglity 
voice. But his pleasure was all gone. He felt guilty, 
afraid, and wretched. His lessons were poorly said, 
and everything went wrong both in his heart and in 
his school duties. But that was nothing strange. 
He had made up his mind to sin, and sin, you know, 
always makes everything go wrong. <A boy might 
as wisely hope to feel comfortable with a pin sticking 
in his eye as to hope to feel happy in his soul while 
his mind is made up to do wrong. 

Whien school was out and Robert's eight minutes 
of punishment were over, he went straight to a candy 
und cake shop and spent the three cents which was 
given him to buy the stamp, Ho did not even go to 
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look for tle letter, because the naughty voice in his 
heart said, “ What's the use! Somebody has picked 
it up before this.” 

As Robert was going home in the afternoon a man 
hailed him from a field near the stone on which he 
had left the letter. 

“Talloo, little boy,” said he, “did you leave a let- 
ter on yon stone this morning?” 

“Yes, sir,” replied Robert. ° 

“Well, here it is,” said the man, holding it up. 

Robert went up to the fence. The man gave him 
the letter and went to his work again. But the boy 
was puzzled to know how to dispose of the letter, 
because he had spent the money for tle stamp. So 
he wickedly hid it in a hollow stump and went home. 

“What did you do with my letter yesterday, Rob- 
ert?” asked liis mother the next morning, 

“Put it in the post-office,” said Robert, blushing 
deeply as he spoke. 

“O Robert!” @xclaimed Mrs. Phillips, with a look 
of anguish, and in tones of sadness which went right 
to the boy’s heart. Then, holding up the letter, she 
said again, ““O Robert!” 

Robert saw his sin was found ont, He burst into 
tears, held down his head, and stood like a poor 
criminal waiting to hear his sentence. Ife never for- 

got his mother’s look. 
Mrs. Phillips took the guilty boy to her chamber, 
talked with him till his heart broke, and then prayed 
To punish him, she forbade him to go to 
By these 
' 


with him. 
a berry party on which his heart was set. 


means Robert was mude to feel that it is an evil and 
He could never forget the pain 


a bitter thing to sin, 


| and trouble that lie about the letter cost him, and he 
was never known to be guilty of downright lying 
again. 

Children, don’t lie. Lying is a wicked, inean, cow- 
ardly act. It is also a troublesome sin. It is easier 
by far to take a sound whipping for a fault than it is to 
lie for the purpose of hiding it. Be truthful, then; 
be manly, be brave, be faithful to the right, the pure, 
the true; and may God give you strength to resist 


every temptation to lie. W. 


THE LITTLE BOY'S WISH. 


“T wisit I could mind God as my little dog minds 
me,” said a little boy, looking thoughtfully on his 
shaggy friend; “he always looks so pleased to mind, 
and I don’t.” 

What a painful truth did this child speak. Shall 
the poor little dog thus readily obey his master, and 
we rebel against God, who is our Creator, our Pre- 
server, our Father, our Saviour, and the bountiful 
giver of everything we have? 
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“Thank you, sir,” [ replied, “we shall be pleased 
with your company.” 

Then Patience whispered fn my ear: “ Don't let ns 
walk with him, brothers Paw afraid he’s the naughty 
dwart’ Mr. Encouragement toll us of” 

“Dowt be afraid, my dear; Din sure this is a very 
hurmless little man” Then turning tosthe dwarf, [ 
siid: “Plow far is it to Castle Datgrerous, sie 2° 

About two hour? travel,” he replicd, and Uren he 
began to tlk so prettily about some fellow pilyritas of 
his, who were spending a few days with a friend of his 
a little beyond, Chat L was charmed with him. After « 
while L nudged Patience und whispered : 

“This can't be the naughty dwarf, Patience.” 

“T guexs not, but hadn't you better ask him his 
nate?” said slie. 

Yes, I ought to have asked his name, but I did not. 
We walked, and talked, and laughed, and by the time 
we came to the foot of the steep hill on the top of 
which Castle Dungerous stood, I felt sure the dwarf 
was a true pilgrim, though, ax Patience afterward suid, 
he was rather too merry to be a really good one. 
| At the foot of the hill tie dwarf paused, and, point- 
| ing toa large booth by the wayside 
) A friend of mine lives here who is very kind to 
i pilgrims, Suppose we go in and rest « while.” 

Feeling very tired, T led Patienee into the booth. 
There we found a very pleasant gentleman and lady 
who bade us weleome with many stiles. 
us fruit and milk, and spoke some kind words to us 
about our pilgrimage. After we were well rested they 
led us into another part of the booth, where we found a 
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‘ASTLE DAN- | matted: 
GEROUS is the 
nate of the place 
from which our 
pilgrim Philip 
dates his last let 
Hore it is: 


They gave 


ter. It will please you very much, T trust, 


Dear Eprtor,—I mn very sad to-night. I have met with 
a very sore trial. I have never felt so bad since I became & 
pilgrim as I do to-night. Patience feels worse than I do, 
poor thing, She sits in a little chair sobbing and weeping 
us if her heart was broken. The cause of our sorrow is, the 
loss of our parchment rolls which the damsel named Wir 
Nass gave ts at the Mansion of Joy; and without these rolls, 
you know, we can’t get into the Beautiful City, I will tell 
you how we came to lose them. 

The morning after the day of our game at ball we rose 
early and made ready to pursne our journey. Mr. Open 
Ieart gave us a hearty breakfast and wished us a pleasant 
good-by, Encouragement smiled sweetly on us, patted our 
honds, and said: 

“Go forward, my children. You will lodge to-night at 
Castle Dangerous, where I shall most likely join you again, 
You have nothing to fear on the road to-day unless you meet 
one Ernramt Lexewars, a dwarf He lives with a man 
nanied Dxap-at-tite-Root, who keeps a pavilion near your 
King’s highway. Beware of this dwarf! He will tempt 
you to visit Mr, Deud-at-the-Root. Don’t let lim persuade 
you, but press right up the hill to the Castle, which is hard 
by the pavilion, aud you will be sute !” 

Thanking Encouragement for his ndvice, we set off, sing- 
ing ax we went, We found the walking good and the weather 
fine. We talked about our King and of the joy we should 
taste when we sat down to banquet with him in the glori- 
ous city, until our hearts were xo happy that we wept aud 
shouted for gladness, 

“Won't it be joyful!’ said Patience, “If our happiness 
is great now we are only pilgrims, whut will it be when we 
are at the end of our journey !” 

Before I could auswer, because of my blissful tears, slic } 
broke out into singing: 


score OF 50 0 
ready for ad 
I shrunk from this scene, and xo did Patience; but 
the dwarf, secing how we felt, told us these young 
pilgrims had formed themselves inte a“ Socinble,”? and 
that dancing in company with euch other, and at proper ; 
hours, was allowed by the Lovely King. We shook our 
heads at first, but after a while, [ant sorry to kay, we joined 
the sociable, and were soon whirling about in the mazes of 
the dunce, 
But we did not enjoy it a bit. Something whispered in 
our hearts that we were doing wrong, and our faces were sad 
though our heclx were merry, Atter we had danced several 
times it happened that the dwarf stood with his back toward 
us, and lo, we saw the words “ Eruranr Loxnwars” woven 
into the gollar of his cout: Patience and I looked at each 
other with surprise, We saw we had been caught in the 
very snare against which we had been warned. Withont 
saying a word we joined hands and waiked out of the booth. 
Tn passing through the outer booth, we saw a sign which we 
had not noticed on coming in. It read thus: ‘ Dead-at-the- 
Root’s Pavilion.” O how bad we felt! But withont stop- 
ping to answer that wicked man’s questions, we hurried ont 
of doora and pushed up the hill to the castle as quickly as 


oung pilyrinis guvly dressed and getting 
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we were uble. i 

O how steep we found this hill! It was slippery too, and 
we had many a tumble and eanglit many a bruise before we 
reached the castle gate. Indeed, it was quite dark when we 
gottoit. The man at the gute shook his head at us at first, 
but after a few questions coolly let us in and sent us to our 
chambers to wash before tea. Then, alas! alas! we found 
we had lost onr rolls! We think they must have dropped } 
from our dresses while we were dancing. O how bad we $ 
felt! We wept, and prayed, and groaned, and refused to go 
down to tea. We feel too sad to sleep, and to-morrow morn- 
ing we shall go back to Mr. Dead-at-the-Root’s and find our 

| 
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“ And if our fellowship below 
In Jesus be so sweet, 
What hefghts of rapture shall we know 
When round his throne we meet!” If we can’t find them, we shall not be able 
How 
What 
From your sorrowful 


Puite. 


rolls if we can. 


eis ~ - to get into the city of our King. O dear! O dear! 
Thus talking and singing we scarcely felt weary till to- 8 Kd <! 


ward noon, when we sat down in a pretty little arbor which 
the lord of the way had caused to be built in a small grove 
by the roadside for the use of pilgrims, A crystal fountain 
bubbled up at our feet, and with its pearly waters we quenched 
our thinst. We had our dinner in our scrips, which had been 
tilled by Mr. Open Heart. Our rest was delightful, you may 
be sure. 

Shortly after diner we started again, and soon saw the 
white turrets of Custle Dangerous glistening in the sno. 
“We shall reach the Castle early in the afternoon,” suid I 
to my sister, 

“Yes, if we do not meet with that dwarf I think we sliull,” 
replied Patience. 

“T don’t care a fiy’s end for a dwarf,” said I, feeling very 
sure that I could beat him off with my pilgrini’s stuff if he 
should trouble ns, ‘ 

Don’t boast, sweet brother,’ said Patience, “for, as En- 
couragenient suid, it is never best to boast until we have 
overcome our fue, and then itis not generous, But see; that 
little mun yonder inust be the dwarf!” 

1 looked up, and behold 9 small figure stood in the road 
looking toward us as if waiting for some one. We walked 
on, and whien we caine to where he was standing he made us 
i very polite bow and said: 

“Tun glad to meet yon, my little pilgrims. I am also a 
pilgrim to the Beautiful City, and will walk with you, if you 
don’t object. Perhaps I can tell you something about the 
way thither.” 


$ 
; 
; 
' sorry We are we let that naughty dwarf deceive ua. 
shall we do? Pity us, deur editor. 

pilgrim, 

t 


I do pity you, my poor little pilgrims, though vou are not 
the first pilgrims whose rolls liave been lost in a dancing- 
I long to hear how you will suceved in searching 


chamber. 
for them. 


THE EDITOR'S TALKING-TABLE 


Do you love flowers, beautiful flowers, my dear boy or 
girl? I guess you do. Most children, especially good ehil- 
dren, do. In fuct, I don’t see how any one ean help loving 
them, They charm the eye, delight the sense of smell, give 
pleasure to the mind, and excite pleasing thoughts of Him 
who made them all. When I look upon the flowers I say to 
myself: ; 

“The Great Being who made these lovely things muxt 
himself be beautiful, loving, and kind,” | 

} 
{ 


his own. Even in tlie city, some little nook iu the tiny yard 
should be set apart for this purpose. Creeping plants should 
be grown to cover the fences and walls. But in the country, 
the glorious country—O how I do love it!—every child in 
the fumily shauld have quite a plot of ground under his own 
charge. He should dig it, sow or plant it, weed it himself, 
Such work is healthy. It promotes habits of industry and 
the love of the beautiful. If you study botany you will en- 
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Every child who can should have a little flower-gerden of 
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joy your garden much more than if yon know nothing of the 


xtructure and fimilica to which vour lovely pets belong. 

Inthe picture two young lidies are quite delighted with 
some pet geraniuma which have been kept in the green- 
house all the winter. 

Jesus, our Saviour, loved flowers; at leaxt 1 think he did, 
for he often made his speech beautiful by speaking of them, 
I will copy what he said about lilies: 

* Consider the lilies of the field how they grow; they toil 
not, neither do they spin; and yet I say unto you, that even 
Solomon in “ll his glory Wus ndt arrayed like one of thexe, 
Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of the field, whieh to- 
day is, and to-morrow is cust into the oven, shall he not much 
more clothe you, O ye of little faith?” 

Commit these beautiful words to memory, my child. They 
may be of more worth to you than much gold one of these 
days. 

Awnte S., of Dansville, Ill., saya: 

“We have a flourishing schoo! and a kind xuperintendent, 
with many loved teachers whom [ trast we shall meet in 
heaven. Besides, there is a large Bible-class connected with 
our school which our kind pastor takes charge of. J should 
for one be very much pleased to hear xbout your printing- 
office; but while you send us news about that, please don’t 
forget to send your picture also. The Advocate tumily out 
here are very anxious to see your fuce, 1 hardly think you 
would deny thei of such a pleasure if you only knew how 
many warm-livarted friends you have here in the West. Be 
so kind as to usk Corporal Try if he will accept of me as one 
of his company, and L will strive to be a tuithtul member, [ 
have given my heart to God, and am determined, by his 
grace ussisting me, to live a meek and lowly Christian.” 

Amen, my Annief May you be faithful unto death! As 
to my picture, I think it has been printed often enough in 
the Advocate. Every number hus « picture in it—not of my 
face, but of my mind, Is not that enough, Annie? 


C. E. P., of Roehester, N. HL, saya: 

“T like the Advocate very well, except it is so small, It 
does not take me long to rend it through. I think you have 
one good writer, Francis Forrester, and [like to read a story 
which comes from the pen of this famous writer. I like his 
story about the reckless boy who took a sailin a¢ib, IT have 
seen just such boys as he, who would almost hazwd their 
lives for the & of being culled ‘brave’ by their compan- 
ions. Iam not one of tliat kind of boys. I love to see my 
playmates happy. I love to hear their merry voices ring 
when at play; but I do not like to see chem et wrong for 
the suke of merely pleasing their friends. The innocent are 
always the happiest. I would like to become a soldier in 
your Try Company. I will try very hard to serve faithfully. 

ut I am sorry to say that | and the corporal hiave never 
been on friendly terms. I think the reason ix because we 
are not better acquainted.” 


I have shown this letter to my friend Mr. Forrester. How 
he did blush as he read the praise Charlie lavishes upon him! 
By the way, Charlie, Mr. Forrester has been vain enough to 
write another book, It is called ‘Dick Duncan; or, the 
Story of x Boy who loved Misehief, and how he was cured 
of his Evil Hubit.” {¢ is the sceond number of what he 
ealls the ‘Glen Morris Stories.” You would laugh to hear 
the old gentlemun coax me to give my opinion of these books. 
He wants me to flatter him, you know. But I shun’t do it. 
All I can say is, the boys aud girls read his books as they 
eat mince-pie, and then} like little Oliver Twists, they smack 
their lips and usk for more. Fie, fie! Mr, Forrester, I’d be 
jealous of you if I didn’t know you so well, 
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went to pursue his sport out of doors, while Joseph 
sought his eldest sister, (for wliose opinion he has 
ever had a profound respect,) to learn from her what 


Air by R. ©. Harmonized by J. ROBERTS. 
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J. Holy angels, sons of glory, Clothed in robes of 


2. On their wings of gladness sonring, Angels do their Lord’s }. nest, 


f would be required of him ere he should be consid- 
ered fit for missionary labor. 

They repeat the wondrous sto -ry 

Ev- or lov-ing and a- dor-ing: 

al 


light divine, [I like Master Joseph’a part in this dialogue beat, and 
hope he will one day preach the Gospel to thousands of 


heathen. To Robert let me say it takes something more 


than money to make the heart happy.—Ep.] 


al 


Of a God for’ sin + nersslain, And n-dore the grent I Am. 
Through the regions of ~ the blest, Thus they swell the heavenly theme, 
i] 


az 


THE MAGPIE AND THE PARROT. 


A FABLE. 
i - >a “Tiresome bird!” said the magpie to the parrot, 
Singing glory, glory, glory, } «do you not know that you weary every one with 

Singing glory, &e, 


your incessant talking?” 


aS 
i “You, at least, need not reprove me, Mrs. Prate- 


well,” replied the parrot; ‘your chatter is less sensi- 


ble and more wearisome than mine.” 


Every one sees his neiglibor’s faults; but how few 
see their own! 


to 


the Lamb, 


“First cast out the beam out of thine own eye; 
Sie and then shalt thou see clearly to cast out the mote 
fig ity j out of thy brother's eye.” Matt. vii, 5. 


Hal - le - lu- jah _ to 


H 
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HOW A TOAD CHANGES HIS DRESS. 


8. Saints and martyrs, faint and weary, 
With long wanderings here on earth; 
Pilgrims, prophets, aged, hoary, 
Heirs of heav'n through the new birth; 
All exalt the Saviour’s name. 
Singing glory, &e. 


4. Children who were meck and lowly, 
Followers of their Master here, 
Seeking, like him, to be holy, 
Now arrayed in beauty there, 
Catch the pure seraphic flame. 
Singing glory, &e. 


For the Sunday School Advocate. ~ 
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HILE busy plying my 
i needle a short time since, 
" my attention was arrested 
by a talk between my two 
little boys, who, playing in a remote 
part of the room, lad no idea I was 
listening to their childish prattle. 
The younger of the boys, six years 
old, (we will name him Joseph,) said to 
his brother Robert, (two years his sen- 
ior,) “I should like to know how long 
it will be before T ain old enough to be 
| a missionary ?” 

“Tam sure I can’t tell, but I hope you never will 
be one,” said Robert. 

“Why do you hope that? I only wish I were old 
enough now, and knew as much as our dear pastor 
does, and could preach as well, and I would go to 
the savage isles to teach the heathen to love Jesus 
and to obey God.” 

“T think you would soon wish yourself back again, 
boy. What would you say if the savages killed you 
and eat you up?” 

“T could not say anything, you foolish fellow; but 
I am not the least afraid of their killing me or eating 
me either, for I know tliat Jesus will take care of me, 
and I think you will be a minister too, for you are 
named after one, and I remember when futher and 
mother called you nothing but ‘ Bishop.’ ” 

“Yes, but bishops are not missionaries, and that 
makes a difference you see,” 

“Well, they love God, and preach to the people, 
and talk about heaven and hell; but, Bobby, though 
I should like to be a minister and a missionary, and 
tell the heathen about Jesus and heaven, I don’t think 
I could tell them about hell, and the devil, and all the 
dreadful torments the wicked will suffer in hell, for 
it makes me sad even to think about it.” 


“Anour the middle of July,” says a North Caro- 
lina farmer, “I found a toad on a hill of melons, and 
‘not wanting him to leave, hoed around him, Te ap- 
peared sluggish and not inclined to moye. Presently, 
I observed him pressing his elbows against his sides, 
{and rubbing downward, He appeared so singular 
{ that I watched to see what he was up to. After a 
few smart rubs, his skin began to burst open straight 
along his back. Now, said I, old fellow, you have 
done it; but he appeared to be unconcerned, and 
‘ kept on rubbing till he had worked down all his skin 
‘into folds on his sides and hips; then grasping one 
hind leg with his hands, he hauled off one leg of his 
pants the same as anybody would, then stripped tho 
i other leg the same way. Ile then took his cast-off 


aie no-one can hear what I say unless hieyisiqnites cuticle forward between his forelegs into his mouth, 
close to me. 


ana oniean sen fo ee louder than.T } and swallowed it; then, by raising and lowering his 
ee LT aed BE nde) IETS) ARLEN, head, swallowing as his head came down, he stripped 
ad by basses os cat sear o alth { off the skin underneath till it came to his forelegs, 
*S uppose w n go out as missionaries, an en - . <9 . 
= and then, grasping one of these with the opposite 
I can help you, Bobby. Would not that be nice?” | sh Onr nao PP 
and throwing his arms round his brother's neck, he 


hand, by considerable pulling stripped off the skin; 
chunging hands he stripped the other, and by a slight 

whispered something to him which, not being heard, Sd ut x y Si 

can only be conjectured. 


motion of the head he drew it from the throat and 
Presently Josepliisaid slouds “Yontknow pon swallowed the whole, The operation seemed to be 
Sma eine ar : a * an agreeable one, and occupied but a short time.” 
that ministers are not rich, and I told mother the} 
other day, when we wanted a new sofa, and she said } 


I might buy her one when I got big, that I navel 
should have money enough, for I was going to be al 
minister and never would be rich; but if I go and 
preach to the heathen T shall not want many clothes, 
and I can give my money to buy books and Sunday 
School Advocates for the children in my Sabbath } 
school.” 
“IT want to be rich though, and te live in a steal 
$ house, and huve plenty of money to give away to the ; 
poor. I do not know what I am going to be when I 
¢ ain a man, but I won't go to the savage isles, for I 
might get drowned in going there.” 
“What a silly boy you are,” retorted Joseph. “I'm 
not afraid; God will save me.” 
“Tow do you know that? Plenty of people are 
drowned, and why may not you?” 
“Yes, I do know, for the Bible says so.” 
} “Where, pray, does it say that missionaries won’t 
} be drowned?” 
“TI do not know in what place it is, but let us go 
$ and ask mother.” 
} It was not long before the two little boys were 
{ satisfied that God would take care of his children 
under all circumstances, and do with and for them as 
} was most for their ultimate good; and Joseph ex- 
, pressed himself more than ever convinced that a 
? missionary life was preferable to any other. is less 


5. Millions more on earth remaining, 
Precious lambs of Christ’s wide fold, 
Who the pearl of price obtaining, 
Shall their Jesus’ face behold, 
And his boundless love proclaim, 
Singing glory, &e. 


6. Little children, Christ has bought you, 
Bought you with his precious blood; 
Give him, then, your hearts and lives too, 
: Joined in loving brotherhood, 
$ To extol his blessed name. 
} Singing glory, &e. 


; that, but 7 never shall be one, because mother says I 
‘ read so badly and speak in such a low tone of voice 


a 
5 
3 


Whey you retire to bed, think over what yon have 
been doing during the day. 
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© if you were A preacher, you would not mind © sacrificing brother, however, not agreeing with him, 


8} 


doing. 


